THE MANAGEMENT OF MEN
HIS equanimity, his imperturbable patience,
had been fully restored, when, next day at
the same hour, I found him at his writing-table.
In the interim I had been mentally rehearsing
the activities in which I supposed him to have
been engaged, the ordinary routine of his daily
life. When staying with friends in the country
I have sometimes asked myself what has been
happening to them between our goodnight and
our greeting when we met next day at luncheon.
The same general aspect, the same clothing, and
yet each one of us has grown a day older and has
had intervening experiences, perhaps ordinary,
perhaps extraordinary. Mussolini, whom now for
several days in succession I had encountered in
his office, wearing the same suit of clothes, was
engaged in multifarious activities during the
period that elapsed between our interviews; yet
each time he seemed, as it were, screwed into the
place where he awaited me. An editorial office,
with its comings and goings and its lively discus-
sions, is a much more animated place than a
ministerial bureau. Perhaps no chance experience,
nothing unexpected, had befallen him. These
reflections influenced my method of approach.
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